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cups; summer, lotus or azalea or iris; autumn, a
bright flare of maple leaves; and winter, white chry-
santhemums when there was no snow on the ground,
yellow ones when the air was thick with the flakes of
Yuki-Onna.

Shortly afterwards Takahama was taken ill. There
was no one to tend him. In fearful pain he crawled
out of bed to eat a few grains of rice, and even
more slowly crawled back again. He was deli-
rious, and in his delirium talked of many strange
things.  He shouted and sang and sobbed. It was
bis shouting that attracted the attention of Sonjo,
who happened to be passing by the old man^s garden.
Sorrjo loved Takahama, and hastily entered the sick
man's room.

" Takahama," he murmured, bending low over him,
(t you are extremely ill. How long have you been like
this ? "

But Takahama neither recognised his friend nor
understood what had been said to him. He went on
shouting and singing and sobbing.

Sonjo wasted no more time in words. He busied
himself in the simple apartment, found a medicine
chest, and prepared a cooling draught.

Sonjo was only successful in pouring a little of the
medicine down the raving man^s throat, but it quieted
him. The old man tossed wearily on his futon, occa-
sionally clutching the quilts piled above him, though
the summer day was extremely hot.